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	1. Welcome to My Life

_A Walk in My Shoes_

**A/N: Okay! Okay! Soooo, I've been on a major fairy tale kick lately and I had to do a prince and the pauper thing for Jack and Hiccup. Also, I'm doing Camp Nano, so this might get put on the back burner. Warning.**

* * *

><p>The work isn't just exhausting, it's repetitive and pointless. I've been working on this same stupid sword for at least four hours and every time Gobber comes back in to check on me and looks over the sword, he just shakes his head and tells me I can do better.<p>

He always does this, tries to bait me into snapping back as an excuse to weigh me down with extra work. But this time, I won't snap. Maybe this time, I can get done early enough to actually get some real rest in. I'm running on about three hours right now, which is probably why I'm taking so long on this stupid sword. I'm so tired I can barely focus. All I want to do is crawl in bed, but I won't get a wink of sleep until the sword is perfect. At least in Gobber's eyes.

I try to stifle a yawn as I hear voices from outside my window, a few people walking past. More people to pick up their weapons, I'll bet.

I notice one of the people casts a shadow that doesn't fade, and I'm just about to glance up and see who it is when I hear the voice. "Hey, look!"

I keep my eyes glued to my work, feeling my face beginning to flush beet red.

"It's the poor kid!" Snotlout continues, and by this time, I'm sure he's pointing at me. I can even hear the laughter in his voice. "Are you still paying off your debts, or what?"

I used to snap at him to leave me alone, but I've begun to realize that just makes him worse. My father always taught me to fight back, but my mother said that a bully can't get to you if you don't let them. Ignoring them is the key, she always said.

Thinking of my parents makes a lump come into my throat. I get it, I get that they died years ago, but I can't help choking up a little whenever I think of them. The way I live now – I wonder if it would appall them, or make them proud that I'm working so hard. Not to mention making a name for myself, I mentally add as Snotlout leans in through the window and growls, "Useless, I'm talking to you."

Yeah. That's my nickname. Hiccup the Useless.

"And I'm ignoring you," I respond, resisting the urge to swing the hammer I'm holding with all my strength – at his head. "Funny how these things don't really mix, huh?"

He makes a slightly offended noise, before he's right back on track. "You're so pathetic," he jeers. "How many more years is Gobber gonna keep you working here, _poor kid_?"

I scowl down at my work. Yes, I have been working to pay off my debt for awhile, but I've already paid off more than half. I'll be free soon. "That's none of your business," I tell Snotlout, dropping all weapons to ease the temptation.

"Step it up, Hiccup!" Gobber yells as he comes striding back into the room, polishing a spear as he talks. "Those thirty-seven years aren't going to pass themselves!"

I roll my eyes. "Very funny. You know you'll miss me when I'm gone next year," I add in a low voice. I don't want Snotlout to know when I'm leaving. It'd be just like him to find a way to mess that up.

"Next…next year?" Gobber's brow knits.

"By next year, I should have paid off all my debt," I respond, but when his silence is my only answer, I turn to face him. I don't like the pitying look he's giving me. "Right?"

"Oh…Hiccup…" His smile fades slightly. "You're not…you're…you're not leaving next year."

"What do you mean? Of course I am!"

"You're…lad, you're not counting interest."

"Wha…interest? I mean…"

"Hiccup, you're not leaving next year," Gobber repeats sadly. "You're not leaving in the next three years. You've still got a lot to pay."

"What are you…?" I suddenly feel my heart tumbling down from its temporary resting point on cloud nine. The gods love to mess with me too much to let it reside there permanently. "What do you mean?"

"I think you know what interest means," Gobber replies gently.

There's a moment in which I try not to look at him to hide how upset I am, and he doesn't speak, letting me collect myself.

And then laughter breaks through the silence. Mean laughter. Jeering laughter. "Interest?" Snotlout mimics in a high falsetto. "I guess you're regretting your greedy parents now, huh? You really are hopeless, Hiccup!"

"My parents were not greedy!" I'm instantly facing him, so fast the sword clatters to the ground. I want to throw the stupid thing at him. Maybe it'll cut off his mouth. "They couldn't afford to care for me!"

"I almost forgot about that part," Snotlout shrugs, looking amused. "I guess having you was their mistake, huh?"

I feel something building in me – anger, maybe, or the urge to fight back, the way Dad always taught me to. Before I know what I'm doing, my hands are curled into fists and I'm seconds away from throwing a punch.

"That's enough, Snotlout!" Gobber snaps roughly. "Go on, you get off to training! You have no reason to hang around here!"

The door whips open suddenly and the three of us turn to look. As if this day couldn't get any worse, it's Astrid Hofferson walking through the door, swinging her hips with every step she takes, her skirt fanning out around her long legs. "Gobber?" she calls, placing a hand on her hip and leaning to the side for balance. "Is my axe ready?"

"Yeah, it's here, lassie, hold on…" As Gobber shuffles out of the room to retrieve the weapon, Astrid blows out a breath and leans against the wall. For a moment, both Snotlout and I stare at her, and then his eyes flick over to me. A grin spreads across his face after a second.

"What?" I ask, reaching down to pick up the sword.

"Don't tell me."

"Don't tell you what?" I demand, my fingers finding the hilt. I pick the blade back up and set it down on the desk, rolling up my sleeves to free my hands better. Honestly, I'm only half-paying attention to whatever Snotlout has to say.

"She's never gonna go for Hiccup the Useless."

My face flushes again. "Uh, luckily, I don't _want_ her to."

"Snotlout!" Gobber calls as he walks back into the room. "Are you here to pick up anything? Weapons, anything like that?"

"No," my cousin admits, standing up a little straighter when Gobber addresses him, although that could also be because Astrid looks our way at the same time. The only way she looks at me is if there's somebody infinitely more interesting beside me.

"Then get out of here before I hit you over the head with this spear," Gobber replies simply, handing Astrid her axe and shooing her out the door. As Snotlout, in a state of high offense, departs from the forge as well, I can't help but laugh a little at Gobber's parting words, before his others come back to me.

_Interest? How am I going to pay off that? _

Yep. Welcome to my life. It freaking _sucks_.


	2. Jokul Frosti

_A Walk in My Shoes_

**A/N: This chapter is actually changed slightly from the original first draft, because in the original, Jack had a few...choice words at the beginning. I'm...uh, really sorry about that, and then I decided I wanted to keep this as G as I possibly could, so there will be no foul language or slash :) I hope you guys understand, because I rarely write kid-friendly stuff and I want to do it. **

* * *

><p>It's the same thing every time.<p>

Every single freaking time. So why am I not used to it? The answer is because I'm stupid. I'm stupid is what I am. What am I good for, anyway? Why did I rise up out of that lake instead of drowning in it like a normal person would? I keep waiting for an explanation, a reason behind everything. What was I doing there that night on the lake? Why was I there? What was I meant to do? And what…what am I doing wrong?

What about me is so terrible that I deserve to be punished this way? I'm trying to get control of my emotions, to stop this stupid blizzard, but I can't push the feelings down anymore, they just keep coming. The negative thoughts that have plagued me ever since that first boy that ever walked through me are coming back with a vengeance. How useless am I? I can't do anything right.

I mean, sure, that was a great snowball fight I just had with those kids, but what's the point of it, in the end? They just walked right through me, like every kid does. I hate myself for being stupid, for getting my hopes up even though it's been this way for three hundred freaking years.

The moon is nowhere in sight right now, just the bleak sun shining weakly through a canopy of gray clouds. But I'm not interested in seeing the sun. The sun isn't responsible for my problems right now; the moon is.

I stare up into the howling blizzard, blinking my eyes against the harsh wind. Even though the cold has no effect on me, the wind still makes my eyes water.

I can hear noises from the little village I've retreated to up north, where, in their type of weather, one heavy blizzard out of thousands won't be anything to remark upon. I instantly fly lower to the ground, perching high up in the branches of a sad, sagging little oak tree that stands right beside a little wooden building.

A red-haired boy suddenly pushes the door to the building open, hauling an armload of weapons, stumbling under their weight. I can see a large blonde man who's clearly more capable of carrying them still in the building and I scowl when the man begins to talk. "And when you're done with that, Hiccup, you need to—

"I know, Gobber!" The boy whose name is apparently Hiccup shouts back, red-faced and breathless.

My anger with the man named Gobber breaks for just a second and I allow myself a snicker. No, my spirits aren't rising, but I'm trying to pretend they are. "Hiccup? Wow, what kind of name is _that_?"

"Leave me alone," he mumbles, readjusting his grip on the weapons and beginning to stalk away.

My grin quickly fades. "Wait, what did you say?"

"I said leave me alone!" he turns to face me, and I can see every freckle on his face, every line from years of little rest, hard work and sorrow. "Snotlout and the others are bad enough! I don't need some…weird…hippie…thing to be laughing about my name now, too! You all know what it means!"

I completely disregard the fact that he has just called me a weird hippie. He can see me, and that's all I care about. "Are you speaking to me?" I'm afraid that I might cry. I've thought about this moment for a long time, fantasized about it, imagined it. Now it's finally real, it's here, and yet I don't dare believe it.

"See any other freakishly dressed people here?" he snaps, but his voice barely stays steady; he sounds like he's about to break down crying any second. "Leave me alone!" An axe tumbles out of his arms, but he kneels down and slowly picks it up again, although he does appear to be considering the merits of just leaving it.

"You can see me?" I'm by his side an instant, practically jumping up and down like an excited child at Christmastime. "You can really see me?"

"How couldn't I?" he demands. "You're right in front of me." He gives me a kind of a weird look and adds under his breath, "Freak of nature."

"No, no, you don't understand!" Although the blizzard is calming, the snow appears to be somehow be picking up from all my excitement. "You can see me, I…I…" I'm beaming, but I think the tears might have spilled over because he also looks concerned about me as well as annoyed. Reaching up to touch my cheeks, I realize that yes, that is what happened.

"Hey, are you okay?" His voice changes to a more compassionate tone. "Maybe you should…sit down or something."

"No…no, I'm fine," my own voice is suddenly a lot quieter. I'm terrified that if I speak too loudly, I'll shatter this beautiful illusion. Or maybe I'll wake up in two seconds. I give myself a quick pinch and inwardly wince. This is no dream.

"Maybe you should come in for a minute," Hiccup whispers, discarding the weapons immediately and taking my arm.

I am not used to physical contact. The sensation is wonderful. His fingers are warm. His fingers are strong. He silently tells me I'm alright. That this is real. He tells me so much with just a simple touch. It makes me want to hug him so badly, not because I'm having romantic thoughts or anything like that, but because I long for him to touch me with more than just a hand. I long to feel somebody's arms around me. But he already thinks I'm a weird hippie, and I'm eager not to encourage this illusion.

He opens the door to the forge and the man, Gobber I think, raises a thick blonde eyebrow. "Finished already? You took your time," he sniffs, but I think he's joking.

Hiccup gives him a tired smile. "No, I just…I think this guy might be having some issues. Can he rest in here for a bit while I do my stuff?"

Gobber's half-smile vanishes. It doesn't fade all slow, it just drops completely off his face, there one instant and gone the next. "What guy?"

"This…this guy standing beside me…what's your name? If you don't answer, I'm calling you Snowball because of the hair."

Vaguely, I register that Hiccup is asking me for my name. I'm so busy staring, fascinated, at his fingers gripping my arm that I've forgotten myself. I glance up and see Gobber, seeing right through me, and Hiccup waiting impatiently for my answer. "He can't see me," I murmur in the boy's ear. "Don't waste your breath."

"Wait, what did you just say?" Hiccup reels back in shock, letting go of my arm. I feel an odd sense of loss the moment I register the absence of his warm fingers. "What do you…what do you mean?" he asks weakly, and this time, he looks like the one who ought to sit down.

"Lad…" Gobber hobbles over to Hiccup uncertainly, and I realize that the man's got one real foot and one prosthetic. He puts a hand on the boy's forehead. "Maybe you're tired," he suggests kindly. "Maybe you're just working yourself too hard—

"Gobber." Hiccup bats the man's hand away and my gut twists in something like envy. If that had been me, I would have prolonged the feeling of physical touch for as long as I could.

"I'm not sick." The boy folds his arms across his chest but quickly breaks the stance to gesture to me. "He's right here! Can't you see him?" He grabs me by the sleeve, avoiding my ice-cold wrist this time and shoves me in front of him. "He's right here!"

"Lad, there's nothing there," Gobber replies, and Hiccup turns a burning green gaze on me.

"What the…what is going on?" he demands of me, but I shrug.

"A lot of people can't see me," I respond simply. "You can, but a lot of people can't, so—

"What are you?" he interrupts, looking a little horrified.

I consider for a moment. A boy who rose from a frozen lake. A boy who is walked through. A boy who, before today, had never had the pleasure of being touched. A boy who nobody believes in. I bypass these rather emo answers and head for the most direct, informative one. "Winter spirit."

"Frost giant?" he draws back even farther, his eyes going wide as dinner plates.

"_Winter spirit_!" I repeat, annoyed but also slightly freaked out that he looks so frightened. "What in the world is a frost giant?"

"Who's a frost giant?" Gobber interjects suddenly, and Hiccup points to me, sputtering.

"I'm a winter spirit!" I'm ready to clock this boy on the head, which I can't believe. I thought for sure if he could see me, then things would have to get better. But so far, they're taking a turn from bad to worse. "My name is Jack Frost—

But this just terrifies the poor boy even more, because he lets out a shout now. "JOKUL FROSTI!"

"I don't even _know_ Jokul Frosti!" I tell him, both scared witless and furious with him for messing this up. "Who is that?"

"You're him!" He keeps telling me, but finally, I start to see that we're going nowhere and I lose it.

The howling wind begins to pick up outside, scratching angrily at the windows. "Look, I don't know who Jokul Frosti is, or why being a winter spirit is such a bad thing, but I'm not out to hurt you, okay!"

This seems to jar him for a moment.

"Maybe you should go to Gothi," Gobber suggests, earning a glare from the both of us.

"I'm not hallucin—oh, this is so stupid!" Hiccup cries, grabbing my arm again and physically dragging me outside this time. Gobber watches us from the window of the forge, but Hiccup seems unaware of him.

"Now," he folds his arms, "I expect an explanation."

I want to tell him it's rather freaking gutsy of him to demand one from me like that, but I bite my tongue. "I don't know, it seems you'd rather be accusing me of being some kind of frost…frosty…Jakel…thing…"

"Jokul Frosti!" he snaps, his cheeks turning a little red, highlighting his freckles. "Now are you him or are you not him?"

"Uh…" I glance once back at Gobber and give a little shrug, getting ready to explain.


	3. I Wish I Were You

_A Walk in My Shoes_

**A/N: ****SURPRISE**

**Yes, this is the surprise. Updating all of my eighteen in-progress fics at once. It was pretty crazy, but I did it, and it's here, and good day to you all! I had tons of fun doing this, so I hope you guys have tons of fun reading this!**

**Anyway, I'm really starting to like this fic! Things are picking up! EEK :D Fun ensuessss as well as angst and feels and Jack/Hiccup friendship! (I just love their friendship, like oh my gosh, they'd be awesome xD Jack would tease him quite a bit, though xD) **

* * *

><p>I really wish that I hadn't freaked out so badly upon hearing the name Jokul Frosti, because, upon closer inspection, he really doesn't look anything like a frost giant. Or at least, not like anything I imagined a frost giant would be. And he really doesn't seem to know what they are, either.<p>

"Number one," he swings his long wooden staff over one shoulder, pacing up and down in front of me. Wherever he steps on the grass, more white powder covers the emerging green blades, but the blizzard around us is definitely calming. "I'm not a frost giant. I don't even know what one is. I'm a winter spirit."

"What's the difference?" I ask distrustfully.

He frowns, evidently thinking this over. "No idea. I've never met a frost giant, so I can't really give you educated explanations. My best guess is that, judging by your reaction, frost giants are evil and they kill people with their power."

"You should have seen the blizzard you just created," I snap, folding my arms over my chest.

"Don't be unfair," he scowls a little. "That blizzard sprang up solely around the one building and that was only because I was having trouble getting a grip on my emotions. I'm much better at keeping my season safe than that, at least on a normal day."

"What about all of the blizzards Berk normally gets?"

"Have they ever killed people?"

I consider this for a second, trying to recall all the stories Gobber told me about the Blizzard of Olaf. "Okay, well, I suppose that the Blizzard of Olaf kind of did everyone a favor, seeing as it buried Mildew up to his neck in snow and ice for a week before we could dig him fully out…"

The winter spirit looks as if he doesn't even want to know what I mean, but I read the confusion in his blue eyes, even if he doesn't ask. He plays with his staff for a minute or two as an awkward silence falls between us. "Well, the main point is, I'm not murderous," he says at last, though he avoids my eye as he talks. "And I don't even _know_ Jokul Frosti, so." He folds his arms over his chest, his staff still clenched tight in one hand, as though this settles it.

"Then why do you hate our island so much?"

"What are you talking about?"

"Our seasons aren't spring, summer, autumn, winter. We have a month where everything thaws, and then it's mild winter, true winter and devastating winter. If you're really not Jokul Frosti, why do you give us so much snow and ice?"

"Look, kid, that's probably Mother Nature," the winter spirit shrugs, unperturbed by this news. "I mean, I've visited this island before, and given you guys some pretty strong snowstorms, but it's never been anything as bad as you're talking. Considering you live up north, Mother Nature is probably just doing her job."

"Well, tell 'Mother Nature' that she should stop," I reply sourly, putting the name in quotation marks.

He looks offended. "You know, Mother Nature is a real person," he informs me loftily. "And you try to tell her she should stop – see how she takes it. It's her job. It's like asking Cupid to put down his bow for one Valentine's Day – he can't, it's his job."

"Wait, Cupid?" I'm quickly starting to see that I will never understand this boy.

"Yes," he huffs, a little annoyed now.

"Like, the golden bow and arrow make people fall in love Cupid?" I make a hand motion like I'm drawing back the string of a bow and shooting, and the winter spirit chuckles and nods.

"He's _real_?"

"_Yes_," The winter spirit repeats impatiently.

"So, let me see if I got this straight – apparently, there's a mother of nature who sends us all the snow, even though _you're_ the winter spirit who might be a frost giant and it's _your_ job to mess around with the snow. And then there's the half-naked cherub who wears only a toga and is always making people fall in love?"

"Okay, Mother Nature is not stealing my job and I'm not letting her," he replies, looking definitely affronted now. "What I mean is, Mother Nature, if there's a seasonal spirit missing from a certain place where their season should be, Mother Nature takes over for them. So, while my home should have been made up here, in the north with all the mountains, I chose somewhere a bit farther south, the lake where I was born, so she—

"You were _born_ on a _lake_?"

"Weeeeelllll," the boy drags out the word as he hesitantly shakes his head. "Born _under_ the lake, more like. It was all frozen over now, so I awoke beneath the ice."

I stare at him for a long second, but for the life of me, I cannot imagine a baby, even a winter spirit baby, surviving such conditions. "Where was your mother? Your father? Why weren't they there?"

The pale face darkens and the blue eyes flash. But a second later, these signs of anger and pain are gone again, and the winter spirit hitches a smile back upon his face. "Oh! Like, literally born beneath a lake, no – when I awoke beneath the ice, I was the same age I am now. I haven't changed a bit." His deep voice turns unexpectedly bitter. "Not in three hundred years."

"Wait, what?" I squeak. "You're _three hundred years old_?"

"Well, don't look at me like that! Cupid and Mother Nature are much older than I am, they're like, thirty thousand! And Santa Claus and the Easter Bunny, they're almost one hundred thousand, I think! And Sandman has got to be at least a million, I think he's the oldest spirit ever—

"Santa Claus?" My head and my world are both spinning now as I try to take in all this new information. "Easter Bunny? Sandman?"

"Oh, yeah, sorry, those are the other spirits out there. Some of them are cool, like Mother Nature, she's at least nice whenever our paths cross but most of them aren't. I've never even met Santa, but his workshop has been in the Pole for as long as I can remember. And the Easter Bunny is a piece of w—

"Who are all these people?"

For a moment, his mouth drops open and he stares at me, his blue eyes widening. "Don't tell me you don't believe in them?"

"I sort of remember something about a gigantic rabbit, but my father always told me that that was just a fairy tale, so that doesn't matter, I never thought about him much. But Santa Claus? Sandman?"

"The Tooth Fairy?"

"The what?"

"The Tooth Fairy?" The winter spirit repeats. "Have you ever heard of her?"

I shake my head no.

He bites his lip, but not like he's thinking – more like he's concealing a grin.

"What's so funny?" I snap.

"It's…it's not anything you'd find interesting."

"What is it, then?"

"One of the only people in the world who can see me, and you don't believe in any of the other childhood legends? Not a one?"

"I've never heard of them, except the Easter Bunny," I respond dismissively. "And the bunny doesn't sound very nice anyway – from what I remember of the story my mother told me, he was off his rocker and tried to kill everyone else in the story."

The winter spirit's mischievous grin widens. "Oh, Bunny would love that if he could hear it."

"Did he ever try to kill people?"

"Well, I don't think so, but his morals are very much in doubt," he shrugs, swinging the staff back over his shoulder as if a gigantic, murderous bunny is all in a day's work. "So it wouldn't surprise me if he had."

"And wait, what was that part about the only people in the world who can see you? Is that why Gobber can't see you?"

He nods. "Not a lot of people can, it's okay."

I don't speak for several long minutes, trying to take this all in, everything about Easter bunnies and Santa Clauses and Tooth fairies… I sink to the ground, feeling the ice and snow seeping into my tunic and dampening my hands, but I'm not really feeling it. "Who is Santa Claus?" I finally manage to rasp out. "Who's the Tooth Fairy and…and the Sandman, I mean, who are all these people?"

"Okay, well…" Jack keeps a tight hold on his staff as he kneels down next to me. The closer he is, the colder I feel. I shiver slightly, drawing back, but he doesn't seem to notice. "Santa Claus – I can't believe I have to explain this to you, sorry – Santa Claus is an old, fat man in a red suit – from what I've heard, I mean, I've never even seen him, but I know he's there – and he travels all over the world every Christmas Eve in his bright red sleigh, pulled by his reindeer. They travel all over the world on the night of Christmas Eve and he goes down the chimneys and takes out his huge red sack and sticks presents for all the good kids beneath the Christmas tree. But for the kids on the naughty list, he leaves only coal."

"Wait – what?"

"Santa Claus, every Ch—

"No, I got everything about Santa – but what's Christmas?"

For a single moment, he stares at me, his eyes wide. "You don't know what Christmas is?"

I shake my head hesitantly, and as he launches into his explanation, I brighten. "That sounds like Snoggletog!"

"What?"

"Not all islands celebrate it, so maybe yours celebrates Christmas or whatever, but we have a holiday just like that, in winter, too! Only nobody as far-fetched as Santa brings us presents, and certainly not under a tree – Odin just plunks them down in our helmet."

"Odin?" Jack's brows knit.

"Odin, the All-Father."

"All-Father?"

"He's the father of all the gods. Not the literal father, mind you – he just watches over them all, keeps a close eye on them…and he's certainly the most powerful."

"Aaaaand that's not far-fetched?" Jack's voice is deeply sarcastic, and I scowl at him.

"My father told me all this. We Vikings know these things." I run my fingers through my hair before spying the weapons still strewn about on the frozen ground. "Okay, well, I think you've sufficiently overloaded my brain for the day – and it's very small, I'll give you that – so I'd better get back to work, Gobber will kill me if I don't leave soon." I steal another quick glance at the strange white-haired boy, unsure how much to believe. What if he's making all this stuff up, about Santa Claus and Christmas, just to yank on my chain?

"I'll help!" He says brightly, leaping to his feet and grabbing up a sizable stack of weapons. "This whole pile is probably too heavy for you, anyway."

This simple gesture is what shocks me most of all. Nobody has ever offered me help before. When they see me struggling, they do nothing but add to that workload. Nobody in the village has ever cared for me, except my mother and my father, and they're gone now. They've been gone for three years, yet their memory still brings a lump to my throat. And that same, familiar lump comes now, when I realize Jack is truly helping me. And maybe it's stupid, but this, above all, cements my belief in him. He is telling the truth, and he's standing in front of me, and he's smiling at me and he's offering to help me.

I pick up the few weapons he couldn't fit into his arms off the ground, noting how much colder they've grown. I struggle to think up something good to say as we start off down the street. "Thanks," I whisper. "For, you know…for helping me and everything."

"Oh, no problem," Jack replies easily, adjusting one of the weapons in his arms. "Why can't Gobber carry these?"

"He could," I admit with a sigh, shrugging it off. "But I take every bit of extra work I can get. Anyway, so, you explained about Santa Claus, but what about the Tooth Fairy? What does she do?"

The next explanation is even more unbelievable, if that's possible, and yet I can't help it; I believe this one, too. Of course, this one is a bit easier to believe, seeing as I once lost a baby tooth, forgot to throw it away and woke up the next morning with a coin in its place. Back when money wasn't a constant, pressing problem.

He then launches into his story about Sandman, and that one's probably the most believable, because my mother did tell me about a being like that once.

"And they're just there?" I raise my eyebrows at him curiously. "They just _exist_? Can I meet them sometime?"

"Well…you can't meet Santa, no, not with my help, at least. Every time the yetis see me even getting close to the workshop, they start getting a bit violent, so…and I've never tried to get into the Tooth Fairy's place before, but I think it's near the Equator…and then, me and Bunny aren't exactly on stellar terms…but I can introduce you to Sandman!" he beams happily. "Sandman likes me – well, not very much, but he's likely to turn up if I ask him to, unlike everybody else."

"Can the others see you?" I ask, interested.

"Yes," he huffs. "They can see me, they just don't want to talk to me. They don't think I'm worth their time." He shrugs. "Well, that's not fair, I mean, Santa is a pretty busy guy, considering…and he doesn't even know I'm trying to break in, the yetis stop me before I can." Jack sighs a little. "But I can introduce you to Sandy, no problem."

Listening to him talk, I feel an odd emotion, something not unlike envy. He acts like being invisible is really hard, but it honestly doesn't sound that bad. I mean, he has the Sandman for a friend, and everybody else ignores him. They don't tease him. They don't call him an endless barrage of cruel nicknames. They just ignore him. They don't make fun of him.

"I wish I was a winter spirit," I mumble without thinking.

"Do you?" Jack seems amused by this. "Why?"

"Because! Because then, I could be invisible. Everybody would just ignore me."

"Your life must be pretty awful if you'd rather be ignored." He makes a face.

"Not awful," I admit reluctantly. "I'd just rather not be made fun of every time I show my face outside the forge. I get that I'm not the toughest Viking around, but do they have to rub it in?"

"At least when they're insulting you, they're speaking to you," Jack sighs.

We exchange glances and for a moment, there's silence.

"I wish I were you."


	4. Spitting Image

_**A Walk in My Shoes**_

**A/N: Hi, everyone! Here's the newest chapter! I have a bit of a headache and my knees hurt...please R and R :D **

* * *

><p>Although it's midwinter, and I should leave and go deliver ice and snow to the rest of the world, the sight of Hiccup looking right at me, speaking to me, asking me questions and answering mine, keeps me locked in place. The wind ruffles my hair softly, as if it's trying to pull me back up in the air and get me back to my lake.<p>

"I'll go later, okay?" I mumble in the direction of the sky, hoping Hiccup isn't hearing me. He seemed so thoroughly convinced that I was crazy just ten minutes ago, and I don't want to reinforce this.

He does give me a rather odd look, but luckily, we're coming right up to a house to deliver a weapon, so he doesn't have long to dwell on it, either. "I think you have the mace I need," he mutters to himself, searching his own pile.

"Is it this one?" I hold out the first one that I grab, shifting my own pile of weapons so I can hold it single-handedly.

"Yes, thank you," Hiccup takes it from my hands and, shivering slightly and pulling his vest tighter around himself, he walks up the steps, knocks on the door and waits, listening to the pounding footsteps on the other side.

When the door opens roughly, a scowling woman stands on the other side, regarding Hiccup with evident disdain.

"I have a mace here for—

"Yes, I know," she interrupts him snappishly. "My husband, he's been talking about getting it repaired for weeks." And, snatching it out of his hand without so much as a thank you, she slams the door shut after him. "Off you go."

"What a pleasant woman," I remark sarcastically, adjusting my grip on the weapons again; they keep threatening to slip through my arms.

Hiccup shrugs. "That was kind for Deedee. She's not very sociable. Add the fact that it's me, delivering her husband's mace, and well…"

"What's wrong with it being you?" I frown, adjusting the weapons again as an axe goes skidding out of my arms.

Alarmed, Hiccup doesn't answer my question until he has chased the axe down and returned it safely to his own pile. "Well, nobody in the village really likes me," he admits heavily. "I think Gobber feels sorry for me, which is why he even keeps me on, but that's about as far as emotion for me goes. And even then, sympathy isn't something I want." He sighs wearily and stops in front of the next house on the street. "I'll just be a minute."

"Why are you working under Gobber anyway?" I question when Hiccup rejoins me.

The boy turns a little red and looks away before he responds. "I need the money. I need all the money I can get right now, honestly."

"Oh." Being a winter spirit, money has never been a problem for me – I'm immortal, so I technically don't need food or water or anything like that. To me, things like that are luxuries, not necessities. "I'm sorry."

"Don't be sorry, it's not your fault," Hiccup replies indifferently, shrugging it off. "Anyway, what does a winter spirit do in his spare time?"

I know the answer to this question very well, because I have so much spare time that it's not even funny. "I start snowball fights, mostly, and help keep them going. I spread winter wherever I go, obviously." Speaking of spreading winter…I scowl up at the wind as it tousles my hair again, urging me to get going.

Hiccup looks surprised. "That's it? Start snowball fights?"

"Well, I mean, I freeze over the lakes, too, to keep the children safe, and I make sure the ice is nice and thick, but— I break off at a confused noise from Hiccup. "Is something wrong?"

"How does freezing over a lake keep children safe?"

"Oh, you know, so when they go skating on it, it's thick and the ice won't crack beneath them."

"Kids go _skating_ on those lakes?"

"All the time!" I tell him, surprised. "Haven't you ever done it before?"

He shakes his head apologetically. "My experiences with winter are limited," he explains. "I've never even been in a snowball fight."

"You haven't?" I come to a complete stop in my tracks, staring at him in shock. "How does one get to be your age and _never_ have had a snowball fight before?"

"It's not that big of a deal," Hiccup looks almost amused by my reaction, though a second before he looked upset. "I mean, all the other kids on Berk have been in one, but they just excluded me from them, so—

"No." I shake my head, setting my weapons carefully down on the ground. "We're rectifying this. Right now."

"Jack," Hiccup is grinning, but he's also shaking his head. "I-I can't. I need to get back to work, Gobber's probably terrified for my sanity right now after what he just saw happening to me in the forge."

I start picking up a small pile of snow from the ground, forming it into a rough sphere before holding it slightly away and preparing to mist it over a bit with my breath.

"If you throw that at me…" Hiccup begins to threaten, walking backwards away from me and tripping over the discarded weapons on the ground, dropping his own. "Ouch!"

"Are you alright?" I abandon the snowball instantly, kneeling down beside the boy and helping him to his feet.

"Yeah, I'm fine…it's just a shallow graze…" A bit of blood and a torn pants leg shows where Hiccup fell over one of the sharper weapons on the ground. "I'll be fine, I'll put a bandage on it when I get back from delivering these." He gestures to the others and moves to pick them up again.

"I could deliver them, if you like," I offer, one hand still outstretched in case he needs to lean on me. The cut is on his leg, after all, and looks deeper than he seems to think.

"No offense, Jack, but seeing as most people can't see you…" he begins.

"You know what I think?" I ask him, finally tearing my eyes away from the blood and meeting his gaze. "I think we should switch places for the day, so you can go and have your first snowball fight, and I can tell Gobber I think his mustache looks stupid. What do you think?"

For a second, Hiccup stops cold where he stands and then he lets out a quiet snicker that grows into a full-blown laugh. It's nice to see him smiling, because he seems like a person who hasn't smiled in a very long time, but that's what makes the laughter worse: it sounds odd, even though it's genuine. I've only known him for an hour, and I'm already beginning to understand that here is a person who laughs very little.

"I think that Gobber wouldn't appreciate that," he tells me as I gather up the weapons that he tripped over, and we continue on our way.

"Yeah, I know," I sigh, "but it's so wrong to let you go one more day without having ever had a snowball fight."

"Oh, you're still on that?" Hiccup raises an eyebrow. "Honestly, Jack, it's not that big of a deal. I bet loads of kids haven't had one yet."

"Yeah, but…but…" To an immortal teenager like me, who had gotten into so many of these, and seen so many kids have them, most much younger than Hiccup, it's probably the oddest thing I've ever heard of. "But you're like, twelve! You should have had—

"I'm fourteen," he interrupts, scowling.

"No kidding?" My eyebrows fly up. "Really?"

"Yes, really," he responds impatiently, before flinging out an arm to stop me walking past the next house and taking the top sword from my hands. "C'mon, I'll deliver this one…"

Once the rest of the weapons have been delivered, the wind is definitely blowing harder by now, as if it's still trying to coax me away from here. And maybe it would be better to get away – in all my excitement, I've given them a much stronger snowfall than I should have, and Hiccup is shivering horribly.

"I'd better get back," I tell him reluctantly, running a hand through my hair. "But, um…can…can I…maybe come again sometime?"

Hiccup is busy inspecting the dried blood edging the cut he gained earlier, so for a moment, my words don't appear to register. And then he looks up at me, does a double take, his mouth falls completely open and he just gapes at me for ten straight minutes.

"Um…I'll take that as a no?" I persist, my heart sinking. It's just as well – the other spirits can't stand me, and the only human child I know can't stand me, either.

"You…you _want_ to come see me again?"

"Well…" I hesitate for a moment, asking myself this same question. He doesn't seem like a bad person – maybe a little sensitive, trying too hard to be thick-skinned. But he's not that bad. I can't help feeling envy of him, for being human, being touched and seen every day, but he's nice.

So, finally, even though I've waited too long to answer, I give him a nod.

He looks stunned, but manages to blurt, "Of…of course you can come see me again! Any time you want!"

It takes a minute for the full meaning of the words to hit me, but when they do, I break out into a huge smile, to mirror the one Hiccup is wearing.

* * *

><p>When I wake up the next morning, I'm not in my usual position, upon my lake or in a tree branch right above it. I'm on a hard wooden floor, and I don't remember coming to rest within a building. In fact, I hate sleeping inside. It makes me feel like I'm in a cage. So I sit up, rubbing my head a little, because it feels achy and sore, though I can't figure out why. I start to get up to inspect my surroundings, before remembering what happened yesterday. My heartbeat – or metaphorical heartbeat, seeing as I don't have one anymore – quickens when I think of it, smiling hugely to myself.<p>

Somebody can see me. There is a child in this world who can see me, and he wants me to come visit him again! I replay his words from yesterday in my head, over and over so I don't forget them – not that I ever will. _"Of course you can come see me again! Any time you want!" _

My smile widens a bit before fading slightly as I begin to look at the room in which I have found myself. There are drawings of enormous skill papering the walls, some of them crude sketches of weapons or inventions that I can't even begin to understand, others detailed colored portraits of people. I turn slowly on the spot, trying to take all of them in at once, and failing miserably.

After a bit of time, I just start appreciating the skill within the thick black lines of the sketches, before a voice jerks me out of my reverie. "I'VE GOT MY AXE AND I'VE GOT MY MACE AND I LOVE MY WIFE WITH THE UGLY FACE, I'M A VIKING THROUGH AND THROUGHHHHHHH!"

"What the…?!" Startled, I look to my right, where the voice is coming from, and see nothing but a tattered red curtain, fluttering in what appears to be a recent breeze. Tearing out of the room, I instantly go skidding into another, tripping ungracefully over a huge barrel of weapons just outside the curtain. The barrel and I both topple, and I reflect ruefully that I'm a lot clumsier than I remember.

"You knocked over Big Bertha!" A scandalized voice yells in my ear as I lay on the ground.

"Big—what?" Glancing up, I see Gobber, the blacksmith and Hiccup's employer standing next to me, concerned, not with me, but with the barrel. He starts fussing over the weapons like they're small children. "Aww, poor Cindy," he croons, stroking the blade of an axe. "You scuffed her, look!"

"Um…right…" I mutter uncomfortably, trying to pull away from the axe that he is now waving under my nose before suddenly realizing something. "Wait a second, you can see me?"

"Of course I can," he replies, sounding annoyed now. "You're standing there bold as brass, Hiccup! Now get up, and get to work!"

_Hiccup_?

I instinctively glance around for the boy, but he's not there; the only person Gobber could possibly be talking to is me. I rise unsteadily to my feet before catching my reflection in an axe on the wall, glinting in the early morning sun streaming in through the windows. I don't look like myself any longer. My hair has turned auburn, my eyes have gone emerald green. My nose and cheeks are significantly rounder, freckles have cropped up in places that I didn't think one could have freckles in and now that I think about it, I'm a lot shorter than I used to be. I am, without a doubt, the spitting image of the boy I met only yesterday.


	5. Meeting the Wind

_A Walk in My Shoes_

**A/N: Hi, guys :D I'm in a writing kind of mood and I've been meaning to work on this for ages. I hope everyone likes this newest chapter! **

* * *

><p>My dreams that night are confusing – I'm mostly being chased by Gobber through the dreams, while he demands interest and shoots at me with a staff that has winter powers. I think meeting Jack influenced that last part.<p>

When I wake up, I don't wake up in the backroom of the forge, like I've grown used to. I'm sleeping on something rough and skinny, but years of sleeping on the wooden floor in the forge have taught my body not to protest. I open my eyes and roll over, and in that moment, I experience a single moment of pure terror. For a moment, I wonder whether the dragons are attacking again, but they've been laying off us for a bit, and that thought is instantly banished.

I appear to have been sleeping on a tree branch and when I rolled over, I rolled completely off of it. Now I'm hurtling toward the ground at top speed, screaming my heart out as I go.

I close my eyes, expecting to hit the ground, but it never comes. Instead, I feel the wind caressing my face, supporting me effortlessly and depositing me upon the ground. _Good morning. _

I glance quickly around, expecting to see somebody standing there, but I guess I must have imagined it; there's nobody here but me. Looking down and around myself, I realize that I'm standing on what appears to be a thin sheet of pure white ice, and my feet are bare. What's more, I don't register the temperature, even though I'm sure that I must be freezing, standing like I am upon ice. Snow is falling gently around me, and I suddenly find an inexplicable urge to run my fingers through it, pick it up and crumble it again in my hands, just touch some part of the winter around me.

I go to inspect my surroundings, but I see the ice moving beneath me and instantly drop to look at it. It's just my reflection, moving within the ice, and though it's a bit dim I can see that my hair isn't red anymore – it's turned pure white. My eyes are sparkling blue and my face is thinner, narrower. A wooden staff with a thin frost covering leans against the nearest tree. And I don't recognize myself within the ice – I recognize Jack Frost, the winter spirit.

Somehow, I look just like him.

I actually scream out loud, very high-pitched and carrying and not at all like me. The only other time I've ever screamed like this was when I dropped an axe on my foot. I stare down at the image, trapped within the perfect white ice, and I pinch myself because the scream didn't wake me up. Not only do I not awake from the pinch either, it hurts a lot. I kneel carefully down on the ice and thoroughly examine every inch of my new reflection.

There's no doubt about it, I am identical to the winter spirit that I met yesterday. I would think this was a dream, still, but I've already confirmed that it isn't. So that leaves the very real option that I'm not, except this option kind of freaks me out.

The wind blows by me again, ruffling my hair. _Are you alright, Jack? _

The voice is soft and wispy, but loud enough that the speaker could be standing right next to me. Yet when I look around for them, there is nobody there. The wind rustles again, blowing through the leafless trees now.

"No," I mumble, taking a step back from the tree as though it's a dangerous enemy, even though it hasn't moved an inch. "No way. That is not…"

But what else could it be? I wonder to myself. My village might be attacked a couple times a year by dragons, but the idea of the wind talking to me is somehow ludicrous. The wind rustles the few leaves left on the bare branches again, making me jump. I rise slowly to my feet and grab the staff leaning against the nearby tree. Whatever has happened to me has to be fixed. I have to find Jack and get him back in his own body. Mine must be wandering around here somewhere, and….

Wait. Wait.

A new thought takes shape in my mind, awkward and embarrassing and terrifying, but maybe, just maybe, a little bit right, too. If I'm in Jack's body…who's to say he's not in mine?

Of course, that answer's probably too easy; this sudden change in my dreary life feels like the first step on a new journey. The wind of change is blowing, and I can feel it on my face. I mean, I can feel the literal wind blowing on my face, but the metaphorical wind is blowing, too. I mean…ah, never mind.

Speaking of the wind…when the thought of going to Berk and searching for Jack even enters my mind, a cool gust blasts around me, and I realize what I need to do. I've only seen Jack take off once, but the theory should be enough, and my body feels accustomed to flying, like it's all in a day's work. Of course it feels accustomed to flying – this body isn't even mine.

"Ummmmm….wind?" I call hesitantly, praying that nobody is around this spot right now and will not see or hear me talking to myself.

Instantly, the element answers me, swirling around my legs as if ready to lift me up at any moment.

I clutch the wooden staff a little tighter, and frost seeps up from my fingertips. I'm not used to holding the cool wood in my hands, but it feels somehow right there, and like it shouldn't belong anywhere else. I lick my dry, cold lips nervously. "Will you, um, please, if it's not too much trouble, take me to Berk? And pretty please, don't drop me out of the sky while you're at it? I kind of want to live long enough to pay off my debt."

The wind lifts me slowly up into the air, but the wispy voice speaks again. _You are not my Jack. _

"Er…no," I respond nervously. "No, I'm not. Sorry."

_Where is Jack? _

"I'm…I'm not sure. I think he's on Berk, though, and I think he's in my body, seeing as I'm in his…I'm just trying to fix this, so we can be ourselves again."

I hold my breath, and, after what seems like an eternity, the wind tugs me higher, higher, higher, beyond the clouds, beyond the very skies until I'm soaring through endless fluffy white, not quite cloud, not quite sky. Just that indefinable something always lurking on the horizon, out of reach yet tantalizingly close.

I know I should thank the wind, for taking me somewhere even if I am not hers – because for some reason, whenever the voice speaks, it sounds kind of female – but I'm too busy laughing like a maniac. I want to be back in my own body, of course, but this flying thing…I could get used to this.

After a little while, the wind dips me back below, to where I can see every village we pass by, every island. It's incredible. I never knew the Archipelago was so big. And I've never even seen anything like that area with that lake that I woke up in, but surely it's somewhere near here? The journey has been relatively short.

Maybe the world is bigger than I ever thought it was.

As we coast over the islands, the wind deposits me gently onto a rooftop, ruffling my hair and tugging at my clothes. I'm wearing the blue jacket and brown trousers that Jack wore the last time I saw him, and they feel more comfortable than they look. I slide down the length of the rooftop carefully, coming to a rest at the very edge and trying not to look down. The flight was exhilarating, but I am still cautious of heights.

The wind, sensing my discomfort, it seems, gently picks me up once more and sets me down on the ground.

I breathe out a sigh of relief. "Thank you."

_You're welcome. _

I smile into the sky again, smiling up at someone I can't even see, but that's two people, or spirits, in the last two days who have been nice to me, and that definitely ought to count for something. I appear to have been dropped off on the Jorgensons' rooftop, and the door is opening even now. With a gasp, I duck off to the side, squishing myself flat against the side of the house, gripping the staff in my hands and hoping I won't be seen.

Lost in unpleasant thoughts about Snotlout, I have forgotten that I am currently outside my own body. So when he comes swaggering out onto the porch and doesn't even spare me a glance, I feel like cheering. But I don't because I'm scared he will hear me. When he walks right by me, I remember he can't even see or hear me because I'm currently masquerading as Jack, and that makes things even better. That makes two things I could get used to if I were a winter spirit. Being invisible makes me feel free in a way that I have never felt before.

I sprint over towards the forge, staring up into the sky and thinking about the wind carrying me and Jack being nice to me, and getting back within my own body and I'm so distracted that I don't even notice I've reached the forge until I've gone right past it, and then I have to retrace my steps. I push open the door, the familiar smell of metal and wood shavings rushing out to meet me. For a moment, I feel like I'm home, because this place has been my home for the past couple of years.

I'm more graceful than I remember, too – when I'm in my own body, I can't even cross this room without knocking a hundred things over, but I seem to just miss everything as a winter spirit. I head for the back work desk, but there's nobody there. No Gobber, no me…the forge is completely deserted. It doesn't feel like home anymore. It just feels cold and empty and unfriendly.

I'm about to turn around and leave, try my luck somewhere else, but then I hear murmuring voices from the backroom, that private work area where I mostly sleep, work, draw and eat. Yes, I've eaten there from time to time when I don't want to go into the Great Hall and get harassed by Snotlout. Or I sometimes just skip the meals, too.

Anyway, that's not really important. I draw back the curtain leading to the backroom and I slide into the area, pleased to find Gobber and…myself. You have no idea how eerie it is, to see yourself walking and hear yourself talking, but not be controlling the actions. The other me turns to face me and gapes, but Gobber is clearly questioning my mental health, and the other me recovers long enough to give a few hasty answers.

Gobber even feels the other me's forehead, like the concerned mother hen he is, and it feels really weird to know his hand is touching my head, but not being able to feel it. The other me doesn't act like I would in that situation, either – he stands there and allows it to happen, doesn't pull away with a roll of his eyes. The other me, in fact, seems to savor the touch.

"I'll be okay, Gobber," he finally does break the contact, but he leans slightly forward, as if hoping to be touched again in some way. "I need some fresh air, I'll be right back." He heads for the back door, and looks pointedly at me. I hurry along to follow him.


	6. Alone Again

**_A Walk in My Shoes_**

**A/N: Well, here's the newest chapter! Thank you for all the reviews! **

* * *

><p>It is, without a doubt, the weirdest experience of my life to walk out of the backroom with a concerned employer who thinks I'm his redheaded apprentice, and see my own body following me outside. The snow gathering on the back steps of the forge is unexpectedly cold, and I shiver a little. I now see why Hiccup wears the vest over the long-sleeved shirt.<p>

"Care to explain this?" The voice that issues from my mouth is aggrieved and confused, and I instantly recognize it as the voice of the boy who I met only yesterday.

"_Hiccup?" _

"Oh, Jack, it is you! Thank Thor! Change us back, then." Hiccup looks at me expectantly, as if waiting for a vaguely magical explosion or something.

Completely lost, I blink. "I don't know how."

"What?" His eyes, now blue instead of green, bug out a little. "But you were the one who switched us, you must have some idea—!"

"You think I did this?" I can't help feeling just a little angry with him; what does he think, that I wanted this? I mean, sure, the idea of being human has seemed cool to me before, and it still does, but I guess I never considered that being human meant giving up my spirit life.

"Well, you are the magical winter spirit!" Hiccup sounds upset. "I'm just a kid, I certainly didn't authorize this!"

"Neither did I!" I respond, probably with a bit of a bite in my voice. "I mean, what makes you think I want to be a…I mean, this?" I gesture to my new body.

"You just gestured to all of me! I mean, you! Augh, whatever! This is too confusing!" The snow, which was previously melting around us, starts falling in heavy, cold flakes again.

"Agreed," I reply fervently.

"What should we do, then? Do you have any idea who did this?" Hiccup sounds desperate now.

"No, I don't have…any…" I slowly come to a stop, staring up into the bright blue sky. I had just been about to say that no, I didn't have any idea, but then I realized that that wasn't technically true. There was one person I knew who could have done this to us, and my eyes narrow as I consider the option. "The man in the moon."

"What?" Hiccup asks uncomprehendingly, tearing his eyes away from the snow. He seems to be fighting a very powerful urge to start a snowball fight or something.

"The man in the moon," I repeat, jumping off the forge steps and beginning to pace up and down the side street beside the building. I can hear talk and laughter coming from other streets that will surely intersect with ours soon, and I wonder if we should move somewhere more private. These people would inevitably wonder why Hiccup is out here talking to himself.

Hiccup blinks in confusion. "And, uh, who is that?"

"The man in the moon, he's been…well, he's been absolutely no help to me at all. All he does every night is float up there in the sky and stare down at me. No help. Nothing." I realize my voice is starting to become dangerously bitter, so I try to force it down. No whining. "He rose me from the lake and told me my name. Then he left me alone for three hundred years. He's not exactly the nicest guy on the block, and…he's done, well, er, a lot of things over the years, with me involved. But he's just kind of on the sidelines, he's not really in the center. He doesn't like getting involved in—

"There's a man in the moon?" Hiccup squeaks.

"Yes! Pay attention! He does things like this to me – not switching bodies, obviously, but sometimes, I get the sense that he's ignoring me and sending other spirits to knock me around and stuff just to test me. I just feel like this is another one of his tests."

"And this isn't weird to you at all?" Hiccup asks, with heavy sarcasm.

I frown. "It's been this way for three hundred years, Hiccup," I remind him. "And now you're me, so you might as well get used to it." I slump down on the forge steps again.

"Wait, what do you mean? We're going to find the man in the moon, and we're going to get him to change us back, right?"

For a second, I can't help but stare at him, before I start to laugh. I don't laugh for very long, and it's pretty low, but it's still there. Hiccup just looks miffed.

"Why are you laughing?"

"Get used to waiting." I try not to slip into bitterness again. "The man in the moon doesn't care. He's testing me again to see if this is what it takes to get me to blow my brains out, or at least try to again. He won't listen, no matter what you say to him."

"But…" Hiccup's hesitant as he sits down next to me. Ice creaks on the wood as he takes a seat. "But…I mean, if we tried—

"Hiccup. _He won't answer_! He creates spirits like this and then he _leaves them to_ _fend for themselves_ and he leaves _them all alone_ and _he just doesn't care_!"

Hiccup draws back from me, confusion and a little bit of hurt in his eyes. I start wondering if I look like a kicked puppy whenever I get upset like that.

The back door of the forge opens suddenly, sending another spray of snow onto us. Hiccup's eyes seem to light up when this happens, but I just shiver a little.

"Problem?" Gobber inquires uneasily.

"Oh…no." I shake my head, realizing he's looking at me, not Hiccup. "No problem."

* * *

><p>I try not to feel too angry with Gobber that night, and I fail miserably. I'm sorry, but he's got Hiccup, a fourteen-year-old kid, working his butt off every day, and the guy doesn't even get a bed? I don't care, of course – it doesn't really bother me. I mean, I've slept on tree branches and ice for the last three centuries. It'll take more than a wooden floor to put me off. Still. It really isn't fair that Hiccup has to go through this. I lay down on the wooden floor, listening to Gobber locking up for the night, and I'm surprised to find that I'm tired.<p>

Humans must be really weak, because I'm rarely ever tired two nights in a row. I normally go without sleep for like a month, and then sleep for a week straight. No big deal. But my body is trembling and aching from the exertion of the day, and it's really tough to keep my eyes open. But even if I'm physically exhausted, my mind just won't shut off. I can't stop thinking about what happened today. The moonlight streaming in through my window is only reminding me all the more of Hiccup's suggestions, his naivety about the moon.

Knowing I probably won't get much sleep, I rise from the floor again and walk towards the wall opposite, examining the drawings, made on thick parchment and inked in charcoal sticks. Whatever Hiccup's flaws, I can tell that he's a talented artist, at least. There's a drawing of Gobber, but that's pretty much all I recognize. He favors landscapes, I think, because mostly he draws forests which I guess must be on Berk.

I make the mistake of glancing out the window only once, and I realize then that it's a full moon. I try to tear my eyes away, but I find I just can't. Instead, I stumble over to it, staring out at the pale silvery light filling the dark sky. And, for the first time in a long time, I'm not sensing the still silence that has haunted me for so long. There is a hesitancy about the old voice, but it comes drifting back to me all the same.

_Jack Frost. _

I have never actually heard the moon speak. I simply hear the words in my mind, so it's different from how I hear the wind. The wind actually sounds like a person, but when the moon spoke to me, I recognized that it was not a true person; I simply knew that it was ancient and powerful.

"You've already told me my name," I clench my fingers so tightly around the windowsill that my knuckles turn white. I hate myself for the rising excitement and hope at hearing that ancient voice again.

_Listen to me._

"Why?" My voice is brittle and shaky. "Why should I? You never listened to me, did you? Never gave me the time of day! You didn't care about me! Why should I care about you?"

_What I'm saying is important._

"And what I said isn't?"

_Do not twist my words, young one. _

I muster up the anger to glare at the shining orb. "Leave me alone."

_Jack Frost, I am speaking to you concerning your friend Hiccup. _

"Look—

_Do not interrupt any longer, my brave winter soul. You must help him now. _

"Is he in danger?" And then I remember that he told me not to interrupt. As angry as I am with the moon, I still feel an intense need to please him, as well. "Sorry."

_It is not the kind of danger that you would expect. But he is important, very important. You must stay within his shoes for a bit longer, but your soul is still your own. And you must remember that. You must walk his path, and help him complete his journey. _

"Is he going to die?"

_He will help complete your journey, as well. _

"Are we going to kill each other? Because I'm not really interested in that, to be honest."

_Jack Frost, you will not be killing him – or indeed, anyone – tonight. Not tonight._

I try not to feel fear at these words. What does he mean 'not tonight'? 'Not ever' would make a much better response.

_Help him complete his journey. When the time comes, you will know what to do._

"Wait, wait!" I can feel the moon drawing back away from me again. "Don't leave me here! Don't leave me—!"

_You will know what to do._

"—alone," I finish quietly, knowing with a scary certainty that the moon is gone again. And maybe this time, he's gone forever.


	7. Winter

_A Walk in My Shoes_

**A/N: Okay, I've noticed something really worrying over the last couple of days. A lot of people have reviewed me on my stories and started saying, "Omg, I wish I could write like you" or "you write better than me" and stuff and my answer to that is NO. You cannot compare yourself to me. Please don't, because you'll only upset yourself. Comparing yourself to someone else isn't good. I don't want to make anyone feel insecure about their own writing - just because I write one genre well does not mean I'm capable of writing every story ever. Sometimes, stories aren't just talent - there's sometimes luck there, too. Overachiever and To Be Loved the Way You Love Me are proof of that xD Anyway, my main point is, don't compare yourselves to me or anyone because you guys are fantastic, too. **

* * *

><p>Jack isn't exactly helpful. I ask him question after question about the man in the moon, and he answers them all in a flat monotone, making it clear that he doesn't want to talk about it. I know that the sensitive and morally right thing to do is to leave him alone if he doesn't like talking about it, but at the same time, I'm kind of in a tight spot here, considering I'm trapped in his body, and I'm really rather eager to get out again.<p>

The whole time that I'm asking questions, Jack is sifting through piles of broken weapons and tools for fixing them, trying to figure out what they all do, his brows pinching together to form a vaguely confused expression. It is so weird to know that's how I look when I get confused, too. Eventually taking pity on him, I slide off my seat on the work desk and find all the tools he needs, showing them to him and explaining their purpose. The little daylight that Berk gets in winter is already quickly fading, and I know that Gobber will soon close down. Jack has done little to no work today, and unless I find a way to switch us back, he'll still be attempting to pay off my debt thirty years from now.

I manage to explain all the functions of the tools as Gobber yanks the tattered curtain aside to poke his head in and tell Jack that he's closing down for the night. Jack, who is just opening his mouth to ask me a question about the very bent sword he's holding, instantly transforms his open mouth into a smile and nods, dropping the bent sword in the process. Gobber stares until he retrieves it, and then the blacksmith departs.

I hear him locking up the front door, the main entrance, as Jack turns to me again, his hair – or my hair – standing straight up from the stress and exhaustion of the day. He rubs the back of his neck as he speaks, dropping the sword onto the desk. "It's official," he jumps up onto the work desk, the spot that I vacated, and I crawl up there with him, so we sit together, swinging our legs.

"What's official?"

"I have to get out of this body," he replies, gesturing to himself – or me, whichever way you want to see it. "It's way too weak and fragile. I could barely hold onto that sword."

I raise an eyebrow at him. "Yeah, I got that. Do you mind not making it so obvious, though? I think Gobber's a little worried."

"Hmph," Jack mutters, mostly to himself, letting me know that his harsh feelings toward my mentor have not evaporated. "I still say he should at least get you a bed."

"I don't _want_ a bed," I reply sourly, kicking one of the drawers of the desk a little harder than normal as I say it.

"So, you like sleeping on this hard wooden floor, is that it?" Jack gestures to the floor as he speaks.

"I don't mean it like that," I jump off the desk and land on my feet, a new first. I've always been clumsy. But I mean what I say: I don't want Gobber to ever try and get me a bed. I don't want to accept anything from him. He used to be really close with Mom and Dad, and he would probably have been willing to just give me the money so I could pay the debts, but it was at my insistence. I don't want his pity. I don't want anything from him, except all the work he can give me. He's hard on me, yeah, but he's hard on me because I want him to be. I don't want him to be gentle because oh, the poor boy lost his parents three years ago, or something stupid like that. I want to be independent, and pay off those debts myself.

And I will. Just as soon as I'm back in my own body, I will.

"You know, I could complain to him," Jack offers, but at this, I turn sharply to glare at him.

"Jack. Really, no. Drop it, okay? I'm not in the mood, and I don't want to talk about it anymore." I'm never in the mood to talk about anything when my mind strays to my parents.

"Okay, okay," Jack relents, frowning and crossing his arms. "So, when are you gonna leave? The rest of the world needs a light dusting, I blew off Minnesota for ages."

"What do you mean, leave? And light dusting? I have no idea how to do that, Jack, you're the winter spirit." I also don't know where Minnesota is, but one thing at a time, I suppose.

"No, I'm not," Jack shakes his head. "Now, I'm just a boring old human being. An exceptionally clumsy human being, might I add – I tripped over everything this morning. Anyway, you're the winter spirit now." He looks slightly bitter at this. "It's your job."

"How do I make snow, how about you explain that to me first before handing off the baton of work to me, huh? I have absolutely no idea what to do! Can't Mother Nature just take over for a few days?"

"She could," Jack nods. "But then, she'd start getting a little concerned, I think because she views all the seasonal spirits as her children, and if she found out you weren't really a winter spirit, then things would turn ugly really, really fast. She'd get really mad if she found out you'd switched bodies with me. In the spirit world, it's more commonly known as stealing a body, but neither of us meant to, so it was accidental theft."

My head is spinning again from everything he's saying, and it's even worse when he starts going off on a tangent about which islands need snow. And the problem is, I don't recognize any of the islands' names, either. I stop him right about the time he says 'New York'.

"Where are all these places?" I demand, grabbing the staff from where I leaned it up against the wall and twirling it around in my hands. "I've never even heard of an island called New York – is it, like, really far out there or something?"

Jack's – or my – lips turn up into a small grin. "No, Hiccup, um. No. New York's not an island – it's a state."

"State?"

"Yeah, I'm pretty sure it was the eleventh of the original thirteen colonies, but my history might be off on that."

"Colonies?"

"Yeah, that's what they called the United States of America before they were actually the United States of America."

I can't help the sudden rush of disappointment I feel. It figures. The only person I know who has actually expressed a desire to be around me, and he's one of those people. I decide to break it to him gently. "Jack…there's no such place as America."

He blinks at me, uncomprehending. "Yes, there is."

"No, there's not! The world is flat, and if you sail too far west, then you'll fall off the end of it!"

He starts to laugh. Quietly, at first, and then louder and louder, stopping only when he catches sight of my expression. I don't know what my face looks like, but maybe it's reflecting some of the anger I feel. Who does Jack think he is, to laugh at my beliefs? I think he's crazy for believing in America, but I'm not laughing at him, am I?

"I'm sorry, I'm sorry," his apologies are still tainted with amusement, but he's at least holding up his hands in surrender, so there's some improvement. "Well, Hiccup, the thing is…I know America's real, because you were just in it."

"What?"

"When you woke up this morning, you woke up on a tree branch, right above a frozen lake?"

"Yes."

"Well, there you are, then. That was Burgess, Pennsylvania, another of the original thirteen colonies. You were in America this morning."

There goes the spinning of the head again. I feel like I need to sit down. "I was…you…you're yanking on my chain," I finally manage. "There is no way I traveled from Berk to America overnight, without moving, and then traveled back in the space of two hours. Even if America is real, which it's not, it'd be much too far away to travel."

"Actually, America's closer to Iceland than you might think," Jack tells me.

"Iceland?"

"It's where we are now."

"Nooooo, we're on Berk."

"Yeah, Berk is in Iceland."

"There is no such place as Iceland!"

"If you ask the wind to take you to America…wait, I don't know, does the wind carry you?"

"She carried me here…Wind? Wind?"

A breeze that was just ruffling my hair moments ago swoops down to swirl around my face before shooting off instead to surround Jack, tugging at his clothes and playing with his hair, lifting it so the strands tangle and twist. For a moment, he stands there in the swirling vortex of wind, laughing in delight, his hands extended in front of him like he thinks he can catch the element. The wind is clearly delighted to have found Jack again.

But apparently, the wind listens to whoever is the winter spirit, because she flits back over to me after ten minutes or so, already preparing to lift me up in the air. "I guess the answer is yes," I tell him before she suddenly takes me higher, and I'm forced to spread my arms out for balance. "Um…can…can you let me go? Just for a minute? And can you do it gently?"

She deposits me surprisingly calmly onto the floor of the forge again, but I still feel her presence, even if I can't see or hear or feel her anymore.

Jack glances out the window, where the sky is rapidly growing dark. "Yeah, you definitely need to get back to America and deliver winter there. This place is already covered, I think."

I feel my brows drawing down into a scowl again. "Jack—

"Look, whether or not you believe me, let's just agree to disagree, okay? Because America really does need snow, and you are the weakest human I have ever met – I have never gotten tired so easily before."

"You didn't even do any work today," I point out, rolling my eyes. "All you did was listen to me as I named weapons."

Jack looks bemused. "That doesn't count as work?"

"No! Gobber expects you to actually fix these weapons, weren't you listening to a word I said? I swear to Thor, I am getting out of this body as soon as I can, because if it was up to you, then my debt would never get paid off and I would live and die on this stupid—

"Hiccup. Calm down. I'll figure it out, okay? I promise. I'll…I'll try and pay off your debt for you."

"No offense, but I hope you don't, seeing as it's going to take at least three more years, and I don't wish to be stuck in your body that long."

"Okay, yeah, point taken," Jack nods and then yawns, rubbing at his cheek tiredly. "This is so weird," he mumbles as he looks down at his body again, or mine, depending on how you look at it. I scoot closer to the window while he's not listening, whispering just loudly enough to where I think she can hear me. "Wind?"

She swirls around me instantly, protection and love spelled out in every gust. _Hello._

I can't help but smile into the breeze as I crawl up farther onto the window, resting on the sill. "Will you take me…back to the lake?" _Back to America, _I add in my head, but I don't say it. I don't want to discover that America is real, because with my luck, Jack would be right, only America wouldn't have charming little frozen lakes, it would have bloodthirsty savages.

The wind automatically grants my wish, lifting me up in the air, beyond the wispy clouds and up into the sky. I don't even feel the cold up here anymore – another plus of being a winter spirit. It always appears that I'm the only Viking with nerve endings in the whole village, because nobody else ever complains about cold or pain or any of that. It's nice to feel like them, for once.

The wind lifts me into the sky, and suddenly, I'm off, shooting alongside the stars.

* * *

><p>When I land back on the lake, I expect to feel tired, but I don't. I just feel more alive than ever, my skin still numb to the ice I'm standing on. The moon is bright tonight, shining down on the ice like it's meant for me. Remembering what Jack said about the man in the moon, I wonder if he's trying to contact me. Only according to Jack, the moon creates spirits and then never talks to them again…<p>

I ask, and the wind obliges, lifting me up onto the branch of the nearest tree, and I gaze up into that silvery halo, bright and blinding against the black sky. The wind blows on past me, but I sense her hovering, waiting to see if I will ask something more.

"I'm okay now," I tell her. "You can go…blow somewhere else. I think I'll just stay here for the night." I'm not tired, but I don't know the way to any of those states Jack was talking about, even if they do exist. I'm burning to know, but I don't want to risk it tonight, especially seeing as I don't know how to make snow.

But the moment this thought occurs to me I'm up on my knees on the tree branch, not even scared of the perilous height anymore. I pull out the staff that Jack carries, examining everything about it, from the frost patterns on the grip to the G shape on the top. I give it a careful flick, not sure if the power is mental as well as physical. A tiny spurt of ice shoots out of the top, freezing a nearby tree trunk.

I'm pretty sure I cry out, because the wind is instantly back at my side, even though I sensed her presence fading just seconds ago.

_Are you alright, Hiccup? _

It's odd that she knows my name, but caught up in excitement over the ice, I ignore this. "Wind, wind, look!" I pick up the staff again, willing the power to come, and sure enough, several blasts come bursting out, and snow begins to fall lightly over the scene, like a Snoggletog painting. I might even scream this time, and before I know it, I'm jumping up onto my feet, leaping off the branch and landing, unhurt, onto the ice of the lake, staring up into the snow, unable to believe that I just created this.

The wind celebrates with me, too, blowing the flakes out of my eyes as I laugh into the bitingly cold air, reaching my hands up to hold onto the winter, grip it and hold it in my hands, like I can hold this memory still forever, freeze time where it stands as easily as I froze that tree.


	8. Forty Below

_A Walk in My Shoes_

**A/N: Hiccup seriously needs to calm down xD he's gonna freeze everybody the way he's goingggg xD xD Anyway, I enjoyed writing this chapter a little too much, and the main theme of the story is actually coming in very soon :D I just need until chapter eleven or twelve to really hit the climax, because chapter nine and ten are where lessons are learned :D This story seriously feels like I'm trying to teach everybody a major lesson with it and I'm not XD **

* * *

><p>When I wake up, the first thing I register is cold. And I don't mean the regular cold that I felt all day yesterday, because this temperature is taking things to a whole new level. I mean, this is freezing. I'm literally shivering, there on the floor of the forge, pulling the fur vest tighter around me as I sit up, looking around. Hiccup's mentor has the really annoying habit of singing his way into the forge to announce his presence, I discovered yesterday, so I can tell that he hasn't yet reached the place. Deciding to see how bad the snow is outside – seriously, I thought Hiccup was just being dramatic when he accused me of hating this island – I stand up and push open the door, looking out at the early morning.<p>

Everything is covered in snow. A few people are trying to bravely battle the weather, wielding shovels and chipping weakly at the ice and powder in front of them, but it reaches up to the waist of the tallest Viking out there, who's easily seven feet. I can see some houses farther off, snowed in, even, the snow piled up way past their door. And it's still snowing, actually, endless flakes pouring down on me like frozen rain. Which, I guess, is what snow is. Winter always seemed more amazing when I created it.

Just as this thought crosses my mind, a brown and blue blur suddenly shoots past me with a joyous laugh, calling my name happily. Except, instead of greeting me with the name 'Hiccup', the blur greets me with my actual name. A sudden suspicion forms in my mind as I look out at the snow.

"Hiccup!" I call up to the blur, and I see him pause, hovering there in the sky for mere moments before shooting back down.

My hair – his hair – is wild, springing up in every direction. But the thing that really scares me is his eyes. They're my eyes, so I see them a million times every day, but this is…different. I don't have that manic gleam that he does, for one. He's actually bouncing up and down in obvious excitement and when he starts speaking, it's so fast that I literally just catch everything he says.

"HiJackhiJackhiisn'tthisamazinglookatthisImadethisImadethisyounevertoldmewinterwasthisfuntomakewinterisamazingThorthisisawesomeIMADETHIS!"

"Hiccup!" I cover my ears with my hands before making soothing motions with them, warning him to calm down. "What did you do?"

"I made winter!" he replies happily, leaning my staff against the wall of the forge and forming a mini blizzard in his palm. "Look at this!"

I stare at him for a second, not the blizzard, noting the bags under his eyes, deeper than they have ever looked on me. "I'm guessing you didn't sleep last night."

"No, but I made winter! I delivered winter! Just like you said! I delivered it all over!"

"All…over?" My stomach sinks.

"Yep! I didn't know where Minnesota or New York was, so I went with my gut, and I think I might have given a different state a snow day but that doesn't matter it was so fun!"

"Hiccup, where did you _go_ last night?"

"Like I said, I don't know but wherever it was, it was really fun and people actually liked the snow I just assumed that everyone hated snow like us, except I don't hate snow anymore, now that I don't feel the cold because now snow is much better and—

"Hiccup, take a breath," I interrupt, unable to contain my annoyance. "And can you please…" I suddenly break off, my whole body wracked by a terrible shudder. It's so freaking cold out here, and Hiccup has no idea what he's doing. If he doesn't reign himself in soon, the whole of America is going to look like Berk does right now. "Can you please just think back, and try and remember anything about the places you went? Any of the people there? Any interesting architecture?"

"Um…" Hiccup cuts his gaze to me and then looks away, apparently trying to think. "No…not really…it's all kind of a blur…I went somewhere kind of warm, with a lot of water, so I gave them snow because I thought they might like some and Jack, I froze the water!" He beams at me, evidently expecting me to be pleased.

"What?" My stomach sinks. "What do you mean, somewhere kind of warm?"

"Well, I started the snow right around this big castle and it had a weird word in front of it…something that began with a D, something like Dit…no, no, Div…."

My blood turns to ice. "Disney?" I croak.

"Yeah, that's it!" Hiccup nods. "Why, have you ever been there? I think you should go there, it was really fun, even if it did feel like summer when I first went." He wrinkles his nose on the word, as if summer is such an unforgivable crime that it pains him to utter the word.

"Um, did you see any signs?" _Please, please, do not let Hiccup have done what I think he did._

"A couple," Hiccup swings my staff around gently, creating another gust of wind. I lean against the doorframe of the forge to keep myself upright as shivers overtook my new and fragile body.

"And what did they say?" I feel myself practically sliding down the doorway, thinking longingly of warmth.

Hiccup frowns, trying to remember. "Well, I know there were huge white letters in front of some sort of plant, and they said… 'Miami Beach, welcome', or something like that. I don't really remember. Why are you staring at me like that?"

"Hiccup…" My voice comes out kind of raspy. He did what I think he did. "You gave Florida a snow day?! You froze over their water?!"

"Um…where's Florida?"

"Hiccup, Florida never gets snow days! Well, it's extremely rare! And you gave them such a bad freeze that their water…oh, Hiccup, this is really bad, please tell me you flew somewhere cold after that?"

"Well, actually, everywhere felt warm to me," Hiccup shrugs self-consciously. "After spending fourteen years on Berk, the weather's positively mild everywhere else."

"But where else did you fly?"

"Um, I don't know! There was one place like Florida, with a lot of beaches and flowers…and then…" he trails off, trying to remember.

"Beaches?" I croak. "Flowers?"

He nods. "Cool ones, too, not like the ones we get on Berk…they were pink and all sprawled out and they looked spiky, but they were soft to the touch. Oh, and then I really did fly somewhere cold, because I was beginning to feel a little worn from all that snow, and I went somewhere with tons of ice and it felt really great, and then once I'd rested up a bit, I flew around a bit and I just started asking the wind to take me wherever I hadn't put snow yet, and so I went to a ton of places and then I arrived here." He smiles at me, waiting for my answer.

"So, let me get this straight." I can feel my anger rising. "You gave Florida a snow day, froze over their ocean…"

"Not the entire thing," Hiccup adds hastily. "Just a few of the waves."

"Well, you froze over a few of Florida's waves, and you did the same somewhere else…that place might have been Hawaii, and if it was, I'm going to find the way to switch bodies with you again, and then I'm going to_ kill_ you." My voice becomes stronger after the threat. How could Hiccup have been so stupid? If Mother Nature doesn't give a certain state snow the first winter, then you leave it alone the next winter. It really is as simple as that. "And then you probably gave the whole of America six feet, and you still had enough energy left over to do the same to Berk, and then tell me about it?!"

Hiccup appears to be shrinking down under my anger. Really, I also can't help but be a little impressed with him. He should have collapsed by now, given how much power he used. How he's still standing is beyond me. "W-well, I was…it was…" Hiccup gestures weakly to me, then to himself, and then to the side, as if he's trying to indicate the Vikings picking their cold, painful way through the snow. He has the grace to look a little guilty at the sight of this, and I know I should apologize for yelling at him, but I'm still shivering, and now is probably not the best time for him to be trying to talk to me.

"And what is the temperature anyway?!" I demand roughly, turning back to look at him. When I was in my own body, I could always just feel the temperature. I never needed anybody to tell me it – even if I couldn't feel cold, I sensed it.

"Um…" Hiccup has clearly gained this ability, because he tilts his head to the side, like he's listening for something. "Uh…ooh…whoa. Um…" he offers me a nervous smile. "About um, forty degrees below zero."

I will admit that I've had some dumb ideas in my time, but I have never, ever had an idea so dumb, and executed it, too, as he did. "Forty below, are you serious right now? Do you know what forty below_ is_?! It's the point where it's no longer safe to expose your skin! These people are all going to get frostbite, and I'm pretty sure I'm already halfway there! Get a grip in there, you're gonna kill your own body!"

"Well, I didn't know!" Hiccup is suddenly yelling right back at me, gesturing wildly with his hands as he talks. He doesn't seem to realize it, but he's only intensifying the cold with every movement he makes. I've lost control of my shudders now, and I can't stop my teeth from chattering slightly. "You just handed me your staff and told me to go out and give Minnesota and New York and all these different places a snow day, I couldn't keep them all straight! And you have no idea how hard it is to stop the snow once it's started!"

"You learn!" I wrap my arms around myself, trying to lock in some heat. I am never, ever teasing anybody for displaying discomfort at the cold ever again. "You just wait until you decide you've given the state enough snow so you just concentrate and stop it from falling, it's not easy, but it works!"

Hiccup apparently has no response to this. He keeps opening and closing his mouth, but he doesn't know what to say, so he just gives up and shoots up into the sky, riding the wind. I used to ride the wind like that, before he stole it from me. I glare at his retreating figure until it becomes so distant that I can't even make it out, and then I become aware that a few villagers are giving me odd looks. I guess no one likes to hear somebody talking to themselves.

The front door of the forge opens suddenly, jerking me out of my reverie. I hear Gobber yelling for Hiccup, and I reluctantly turn my back on the snow-covered world, shutting the back door behind me as I follow Gobber's voice. The blacksmith has ice chips in his mustache, and his skin looks a little blue, but he appears just as hearty as ever, although he does make several slightly annoyed comments about the weather. If only he knew that it was his apprentice causing all of this…

I frown and shake my head, trying to clear it of thoughts of Hiccup. His employer is worried enough about him already, he really doesn't need to see me in his apprentice's body spacing out today. I glance out the window only once. One thing's for sure now: I need to get back in my own body and soon.


	9. Rest

_A Walk in My Shoes_

**A/N: Well, hi, guys! I'm here again. I nearly had to break the chain I've developed, of Hiccup-Jack-Hiccup-Jack POV chapters. I just thought this chapter might work better, and advance the plot more, if it was written from Jack's POV, but I found a way to make it work. I hope you enjoy! Please review! Oh, and, if anyone's wondering, this story is not going to be slash. Hijack has been ruined for me by the way some of the fandom portrays them, and I can't. So, basically, no Jack/Hiccup slash, but Jack/Hiccup friendship? And if you ship Hijack, feel free to squint hard enough to make it seem romantic to you, but I'm not doing anything overly romantic for these two. **

* * *

><p>Okay, so maybe I could have tried a little harder to keep the temperatures at a normal range. And maybe I should have tried to keep it at least above zero degrees, but really, can Jack blame me? I have absolutely no idea how to do any of this, and he just blindly handed off all his responsibilities to me, like, 'oh, by the way, you're a winter spirit now!' How can I be expected to know how to do everything? He told me to deliver winter, and that's what I did!<p>

Still, I just had a fight with the only person I know who doesn't actually mind being around me, and that doesn't feel so great. And I'm exhausted. Seriously, just after yelling at Jack, the wind picked me up, as if sensing my distress, and it was good that she did because a sudden wave of fatigue just came out of nowhere then and washed over me. I probably would have fallen all over Jack if not for the wind. I slump down on the pure white ice, the smooth, hard surface cool against my pale cheek. Jack has a point. I have to fix what I did. I made a mess, just like I always do, but this time, I don't have anyone to clean up after me, the way I used to. I have to do this on my own.

Despite the fact that all I really want to do is flop down on that lake and never move again, I pick up Jack's staff, twirling it in my hands. Reciting his words to myself. _"You just concentrate until it stops snowing. It's not easy, but it works!" _

I draw in a deep breath. First stop? That beach I visited last night. Miami, Florida, I think Jack called it. I need to go unfreeze their water, banish the snow from their beaches, and let them go back to their relaxing, milder winter. I just hope I can remember all the places I went last night. I've got a pretty hectic day ahead of me already, but that's the last thing I need.

Stifling a yawn behind my hand, I run my fingers through the springy white hair, fluffing it a little. How does Jack stand having this much hair? It's always flopping in my eyes. When I arrive at the beach I froze last night, I can't help but wince. It's…a lot worse than I remember. Suffice to say. I gently tap my staff against the frozen solid sand. It doesn't unfreeze. It's still snowing lightly, but without me there to guide it along, it's nothing like it was last night. I wave the staff again. Nothing happens. The stupid snow keeps falling. I thought Jack said Mother Nature would intervene, anyway? I'm way too tired for this.

I wave the staff again. This time, the snow starts falling even slower, just a tiny flake here and there, nothing more than a flurry. I tap the staff against the sand again. A tiny bit of the ice melts away, but it takes a lot of concentration. The waves are still glistening with ice, frozen in the exact same position they were in last night. The beach is completely deserted. I guess Florida citizens aren't as big on winter as I am. I scoop up a bit of the white powder, forming it into a sphere with my hands, and then crumbling it again. I wait for it to come sprinkling out onto the sand but it doesn't. When I open my fingers, the snow has vanished from my hands. Okay. Now this should be easy, now that I've sort of figured it out.

It takes me about five hours to get it done. But when I finally set the staff down again, the waves are splashing against the shore, as they should, the sand is completely unfrozen and warm as it was when I got here last night, and the snow has stopped. The sun is shining, nice and warm and bright, and people are starting to emerge from their homes to catch a few rays of sun before night falls. And as for me, well, 'exhausted' doesn't begin to cover it. Why didn't Jack let on that this work is so draining? Even though making winter was hard on me, banishing it was a thousand times worse.

All I really want to do now, of course, is sleep, but I need to at least get out of Florida first. "Wind?" My voice is a barely audible croak, but the element automatically answers, swirling around me. The cool breeze is just what I need. It's enough of a boost to keep me on my feet, at least.

_Hiccup, you need rest. _

I'm honestly surprised that the wind cares about me that much, but I brush her off. "Nah, I'm fine…I could…do this all day…hang on, I'm just gonna sit down for a second—no, I am not going to sleep, I'm just going to…catch my…breath…"

* * *

><p>It's hot. That's the first thing I'm aware of when I wake up: heat. The hoodie I'm wearing is too thick for this kind of weather, and it's drenched in sweat. It's nighttime, and I'm sitting on the beach, my head resting in the sand. Waves gently lap the shore, and a full moon seems to light up the whole sea. It'd be beautiful if the temperature wasn't so high. My throat is dry, and licking my lips yields that they've apparently grown cracked while I slept, and there is no saliva left in my mouth. Okay, first act of business: water. And then I can go unfreeze all those other places.<p>

I know better than to drink the ocean water, though; I've lived on Berk long enough to know that that's a stupid idea. So I slowly, shakily rise to my feet, groping sleepily for the staff in the dark. It rests against a palm tree, covered in a thin layer of frost still. It sparks blue when I pick it up again, and I summon the rest of my cracked, dry voice. "Wind?" I wince, putting a hand on my throat, where the pain emanates from.

The wind is right there, as always, ready for me.

"Will you take me to the second place I visited last night?"

The second place I visited is a bit of a surprise. I remember it exactly as it was the previous night, before I set to work: a glistening paradise of pinks, oranges and reds, even in the nighttime. There is not a single stray snowflake to be seen. Mother Nature must have stepped in on this place's behalf, but it's way too hot for me here, even hotter than Florida.

The wind seems to read my thoughts, scooping me out of that place, depositing me somewhere cooler. I deflate a little. More snow for me to take care off? Crud, there must be six feet of it! Still, at least I'm somewhere cold. And if it starts to warm up when all the snow is gone, I can just leave. There's nothing keeping me tied down here, the way everything keeps me tied down on Berk.

The moment my thoughts drift to Berk, I feel a flush of shame overtaking my face, surely turning my cheeks bright pink. I should find Jack and apologize. Yeah, I was super excited to find out what I could do, and it's true that I didn't know how to banish the snow at first, but I was way out of line. I shouldn't have yelled at him. Once I've finished with the rest of these places, and possibly slept a little more, I'll go find Jack and tell him I'm sorry.


	10. Right

_A Walk in My Shoes_

**A/N: Next chapter, I guess? Just a little friendship-building for Hiccup and Jack. They're both such precious babies, I cannae x3 Dreamworks, freaking make them meet please D: Review, please! Thanks for the read, though! :) **

* * *

><p>I'm pretty sure it's obvious to Gobber that my mind is somewhere else today. To be honest, I really am trying to focus on work. I'm trying to repair the weapons and forge them, the way Hiccup taught me to, but it's hard. It's not just that he's had years to perfect his skill, so the blacksmith probably expects great work, and all I can give him is pathetic attempts at weapons whose names I barely know; it's also that the work is so boring! How can Hiccup stand this? Of all the jobs on Berk he could possibly have taken to pay off his debt, why did he choose this one?<p>

"Hiccup? Lad, are you listening?" The annoyed voice cuts through my thoughts entirely, but it still takes me a minute to force myself back into the moment. Oh, yeah. Gobber's definitely noticed.

"Sorry. Um, what were you saying?" I shift my feet a little, pretending I'm just tired and that's why I'm spacing out. And that's not even a lie, either: in this body, I get tired so much faster. I can't tell if all humans get exhausted so fast, or just Hiccup, but either way, Gobber works him like a dog.

But the look in his employer's eyes is almost enough to make me regret thinking that. He looks…worried, actually. "Hiccup, are you alright?" There's sincerity in his voice. He actually cares about his apprentice, which is a little hard to swallow, considering how he treats the kid. If he cares about him so much, why does he work him so hard? Better yet, why doesn't he give the kid a _bed_?

"Yeah. Just tired, is all." Which is, as I said, not really a lie.

"You've been…different for the past couple days now." He's speaking slowly, but I know what he's thinking. I'm not acting like Hiccup. Basically, I'm not acting like myself is what he's saying.

"I'm fine." I wonder if anybody else knows how easy it is to conceal so much truth behind a smile. I want to add something else, explain why I've been acting weird these past few days, but the truth is out of the question, and so I just stand there in silence while he stares at me.

He gets over his concern pretty quickly, though, making me wonder if he really does care about his apprentice or not. Does he just see the boy's possible insanity as a major dent in his progress in his work? The thought makes my cheeks heat with anger.

I find I can't keep my mind from straying to Hiccup every few seconds, running through our last conversation in my head, feeling both defiant and guilty. It was true, everything I'd said. Hiccup really should have waited and thought to check before making it snow all over the southern half of America. But at the same time, I can't ignore the things I said to him, the way I said them. He was in the wrong, but I talked to him like the spring spirits used to talk to me every year, whenever I made it snow in a place that they'd already claimed. I hadn't realized the way I sounded at the time. I sounded accusing and judging. Is it really right for me to judge or accuse anybody, when I hate other people judging or accusing me? Is it really right, when my opinions and words don't matter anyway? Is it really right, when I'm nothing?

The day passes pretty much in uneventful silence, except when Gobber has to ask me where I last left the biggest hammer, or something like that. The only thing of interest happens when I hear the frost crackling outside the forge, even through the howling wind. I shouldn't be able to hear anything over it, but I can, and within seconds, I'm sprinting out the door, yelling over my shoulder to Gobber about fresh air. I pry open the heavy wooden door, stepping out into the snowy dusk. I shiver a little, pulling the vest tighter around me as my breath comes out in a misty puff.

"Jack?" Hiccup looks nowhere near as happy as he did when I last saw him – his eyes are serious and intent, but the circles beneath them are deeper than ever.

I don't know what he plans to say, but I feel like an apology is in order, before he can fly off again. "I'm sorry. I didn't mean to go off on you like that. I let my temper get the better of me this morning, and I…I shouldn't have done that."

For an instant, he looks surprised. "No, no, _I _was coming here to apologize to _you_…well…" he shuffles his bare feet awkwardly. "I'm sorry about all this. I'm gonna fix it, I promise. I…I have fixed it already." He stifles a slight yawn when he speaks, pushing his hair back out of his eyes.

"You _have_?"

"Everything else is unfrozen. There's no more snow, or ice. Or anything. I promise."

A suspicion begins to creep in my mind. "Did you do this on no sleep?"

"Um…" he sways where he stands. "I unfroze Florida on no sleep, but before I did the rest of it, I had an hour or two of rest?"

Okay, forget anything else. I am seriously in awe of this kid. I would be buried under a snowdrift right now, sleeping it off. How is he _not_ doing that? "You wanna sleep in here?" I gesture to the forge's back door. The backroom would actually be the perfect place for him.

"I need to take care of this."

"You're gonna kill yourself," I tell him, but he just rolls his eyes.

An instant later though, a huge yawn is forcing its way through his lips and even he can't deny that. "Alright, I'll sleep after I've banished all the snow from here."

"Wait, wait a second," I hold up a hand. "When you say banish _all_ the snow…"

"I did it," he replies with a nod. "I just did what I did last night, too, just asked the wind to keep taking me to the places where there was snow this time, and—

"Even the northern states? The ones that already had snow before you gave them any?" I quickly clarify, remembering his confusion whenever I mention "states".

"I removed all the snow I created last night." He fidgets with the edge of his sleeve as he talks. "I thought that's what you wanted."

"Um…" I really don't want to burst this kid's bubble. It's clear that he's tired, and probably completely spent. It's not surprising, after all the work he's just done. So I nod, because he needs, more than anything, to rest. I'll break it to him tomorrow, once he's feeling better, and he's got some of his old strength back.

"Good." He relaxes visibly. "I'm gonna deal with this, and then I'll be out of your hair. I promise."

I frown at his choice in words. Does he think he's in my hair? Because he's not. Really.

"Hiccup—

But he's already taking off, up into the sky, and I see him landing a few feet away, in the very center of the village, where he begins slamming the butt of my staff against the ground, more snow and ice disappearing with every sound. The temperature heats up faster than a microwave, and my shivers gradually decrease, until I can actually stand up without leaning against the doorframe for support. I think about telling him that removing all the snow and ice isn't necessary. Berk is a naturally cold place, being in the north, so a few inches of white powder won't be amiss here.

He's stumbling. I can see that from here. He can barely stay on his feet, so he lets the wind take him up, but his flight is erratic, and he can't even stay in the air for long periods of time.

"Hiccup!" I run out into the open street.

It effectively gets his attention, and he lands on the ground, looking very windswept, and his hair is a mess. I wonder if I look this bad when I use tons of power, but immediately dismiss the thought. You learn not to be vain after three hundred years of people not being able to see you.

"C'mon," I take him by the hand, shuddering at the ice cold skin. No wonder no one ever wanted to touch me. "I'm bringing you inside." Because even though I trust the wind to carry him to his destination, I don't trust that he has the strength right now to fly anywhere.

"I'm fine." But almost before we're completely in the forge, his eyes are closed. When I tell him to make himself comfortable on the floor, he doesn't even try to protest. Without my supporting arm against his chest, he would have slumped completely over onto the floor by now, but I manage to somehow maneuver him into a safer position before letting him lay down. He's out like a light before I even leave the room.

I can't resist a small chuckle at the sight. "Good night, sleepyhead," I whisper teasingly before slipping back into the main part of the forge where Gobber's waiting, eyes wide.

"Did you…are you…?"

"What?"

"That…the snow! It just stopped! All…all of a sudden!"

"Oh. That. Right." I guess I don't sound properly impressed, because Gobber's brows draw down again, so I go for a better tone. "I mean…I know, right?" I bend over the pile of weapons that need fixing, trying to resume work.

* * *

><p>Hiccup's presence in the room makes it hard to sleep that night. For one thing, even though I lay on the opposite end of the room, to give him his space, he still manages to make me shiver, even from over here. It really is impressive, but also annoying. I wonder if I actually possess that kind of power, or if it's just Hiccup's complete lack of control over his own abilities. Eventually though, my exhausted brain finally shuts down, allowing me to drift into a dreamless sleep, but it doesn't last long. A couple hours later, in the middle of the night, I'm awoken by a sound, but I can't place what it is. It's just…it's out-of-place. Hiccup has scooted closer to me in the night, and the staff has rolled out of his grip. I reach over and pick it up, but my hands are too small to fit fully around it now, and it doesn't feel…right in my hands. The wood feels rough and hard, and I try to fight back irrational hurt when no frost appears. Even though I would have given it all up to be seen, to know who I am, there were some perks to being the spirit of winter. I had no one to tell me what to do. I had no rules, no responsibility. And I mean, I could make ice and snow come shooting out of a seemingly ordinary staff. That part was pretty awesome, you have to admit. I let my grip on the staff slacken, and it's a tough thing to swallow, but I have to do. So I do. I gently breathe out when the staff leaves my grip. "It's not mine anymore." My voice comes out a whisper. "Hiccup's." It's only right. Until I can get back in my own body, it's not mine.<p>

There's a second of silence before Hiccup's confused voice, slurred from sleep, floats over to me. "Jack? Were you talking to me?"

"No."

"I thought I heard you…say my name."

"Go back to sleep, Hiccup." I try to laugh it off, even though there is not a thing to laugh about.

"Jack?" His voice grows slower and slower the closer he drifts back toward sleep.

"Yeah?"

"Thank you."

I don't even try to mask my surprise. Thanking me? For what? What have I done for him that could have possibly earned a thank-you? "For what?" I work to keep my voice even.

"Being here." I can practically hear his eyelids fluttering, and I imagine he won't be awake much longer. All the more reason for me to learn everything I can now, because I think this unexpectedly vulnerable mood won't last long.

"Being…here?" I repeat.

"I screwed up. I screwed up…I didn't bring winter where I should have…and I'm boring…I'm weird…I didn't bring the winter like you asked…and you're…still here."

I know I should say something, but I'm too surprised. Boring? There are plenty of adjectives to describe the kid in front of me, but boring is definitely not one of them. And…screwed up? Why would I leave him just because he's screwing up? I want to say the right thing. But I don't even know what the right thing is until it hits me: he is saying exactly what I think. I screw up all the time. It's written all over my face. I'm sure it's clear in my features. And the kid shouldn't even want to be around me. Why would he? I really don't…at least, I thought I didn't add much. But what he's saying? It's everything I've ever wanted to feel. Like there's someone, out there, who doesn't care that I screw up all the time, or that I don't serve any purpose, that I'm useless, that I should be dead, because things would be better if I didn't exist. I draw in a breath. Am I that person to Hiccup?

But Hiccup's not like that at all. He serves a purpose. I don't know what it is yet, granted, except being sarcastic and rejecting my attempts at snowball fights, but he serves a purpose. He has a use here, in this world. He doesn't screw up anything. He's a good kid. He really is.

"That wasn't your fault."

"Yes, it was."

"No, it was mine. Really, it was. That whole winter fiasco? Totally my fault. I mean, the point is, you didn't mess up. You probably brought joy to a ton of kids, because you gave them snow."

"They weren't supposed to have snow," he blows out a frustrated breath.

"Ah, who cares?"

"I do." His voice is quiet.

I try for a grin. "C'mon. So you made a mistake. So what? It's over. You dealt with it. You cleaned it up. You fixed it. It's nothing now, right?"

He was silent for so long that I thought he'd fallen back asleep.

"Right." He sounded so uncertain, but I smiled, anyway.


End file.
